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'Yes, reverend father, I will be directed by the angel wh*
has brought you hither.'
cSo be it, and God bless you.'
I did not feel inclined to laugh, ridiculous as the worthy
priest's conjuration appeared. There is a lingering remnant
of superstition in me which I have never been able to get
rid of. Besides this, the Capuchin looked honest and trust-
worthy. I took the paper on which I had written down the
address, put two small pistols in my pocket, and set out for
the mysterious house. Clairmont accompanied me as far as
tht square, when I bade him wait.
I was admitted into the presence of a hideous old woman,
I gave her two sequins, whereupon she said she knew I was
in love, and that it was my own fault if I was unhappy, but
that she would give me something to help my case. I knew
by this I was speaking to a supposed sorceress. The famous
Bontemps of Paris had used much the same language to me.
But when I told her I would not leave the room without
the famous bottle and all that went with it, her face became
horrible to see. She trembled violently, and tried to leave the
room, but I opened my pocket knife and brandished it at
her head. But when I offered her double the sum which had
been promised her by my enemy, she quieted down.
CI shall lose six sequins,' she said, 'but you will gladly give
me twice that amount when you see yourself, for now I
recognise you.'
'Who am I?3
'You are Giacomo Casanova the Venetian.'
I drew twelve sequins from my purse and laid them
on the table. The old woman was moved to tears.
CI should not have caused your death,' she said, cbut T
should have caused you to love madly and to suffer.'
'Explain yourself.'
I followed her into a small room filled with extraordinary
things—bottles and phials of all sizes, stones of all colours,
metals, minerals, nails, both large and small, pincers, a

